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One 


Author's Notes: 
| do not like James’ slicked back hair. At all. Not one bit. No way, no how, no sir. There had to be a decent 


reason why he made such a drastic change. 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction - not real, hasn't happened and never will. | mean no harm and only want 


to entertain. 


It was said that his echoing screams caused cattle to stampede hundreds of miles from the venue. As it was, 
Lars ran back to the shower he had just vacated with tremendous fear, positive he was going to find James’ 


mutilated corpse. 


Steeling himself for the absolute worst, Lars flung the shower curtain aside. Relived to find James still alive, 


he knew he was going to be the dead man when he saw the plastic bottle he had left behind on the shower 


floor. 


"OK. OK, James. Calm down. Here, let me help you rinse." Lars guided the spray of water onto James’ head. 


"Shit. I'm on fire all over again," James moaned. "What the fuck is this stuff?" 


Lars picked up the bottle, stepped out of the shower, handed James a towel and backed away. "Uh, it's mine: 
Inching closer to the door, he prayed that his little legs would be able to run faster than James’ longer ones. 
‘Sorry. Really sorry. Its not shampoo. It's for my foot rot. See, it says right there, ‘not to be used for the 


hair." 


James advanced on Lars and grabbed the bottle from his. He peered at it. "In fucking Danish!" He towered 


menacing over the drummer. "What else?" he demanded. 


Lars bit his lip and dashed down the hallway. "You're gonna hafta cut your hair. It's fried beyond repair," he 
yelled over his shoulder. 


